HER CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH                ij

under the trees. From thence we could watch the play of the
children on the grass-plat, and some of the drolleries of the* little
negroes. The red bird and blue bird flew closet by; and flu* black
and white woodpecker with crimson head, tupped at all the tree-
trunks, as if we were no interruption. We relished tht* table fare,
after that with which we had been obliged to content ourselves on
board the steam-boats. The tender meat, fresh vegetables, good
claret and champagne, with the daily piles of strawberries and low-
ers of ice-cream, were welcome luxuries. Then* were thirty ittrrr
horses in the stables, and we roved about the neighbouring < ountry
accordingly. There was more literature at hand than llinr to
profit by it. Books could be had at home; but not the woods
of Kentucky;--clear, sunny woods, with maple and syranmrr
springing up to a height which makes man feel dwarfish* The
glades, with their turf so clean, every fallen leaf having been
absorbed, reminded me of Ivanhoe.1

For an adequate idea, however, of the beauty and
charm of that exquisite spot one must go to the pwt.
Among the friends whom she cherished was Robrrt

Burns Wilson, the painter-pod. One afternoon whrn a
party of young people were delighting in tht* MTIII\ a
turkey hen with her young brood came into sight, Some-
one challenged Mr, Wilson to write a sonnet ami make
mention of the turkey. Madge delighted in quoting
the lines he read them in acceptance of the gay dialltrngr:

EVENING AT ASHLAND

Long, level linen of liquid, yellow light
Out-ebbed from the horizon-touching nun
With glory bathe all things they rent upon.

Beyond the hedge foreshadowing of the night

Pervade the solemn wmxMand, where the
Gold and flame-fretted columns have begun
To lose their lustre, darkening one by one,

While all tht* dewy distance fades from sight,
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